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while, and knew the keen delights of intellectual
comradeship and friendly rivalry in the service of art.
It could be imagined that Ireland's literary re-
naissance and the adventure of rebellion might appeal
for a time to a daring spirit and an artist's mind.
But the long strain of apparent failure, the loss of
friends, the impoverishment of life, the spoiling of the
life of peace—real hardship, real danger—would not
these prove too severe a test ? Would not regrets
come, and nostalgia for the green leisure of gardens,
or the pleasant distractions of rich cities, or the
achievements of an artist, or the joys of the hunting
field?
But that was not what happened. Something
different from a mood of adventure drew this woman
into Ireland's cause, and in her life there were no
complexities, no hesitations or half-measures or regrets.
One strong impulse flung every lesser thing aside—
all was simplified and unified in her by a lasting, single
passion of pity and love. To the people of Ireland
she gave herself, and she held nothing back. It was a
giving of which the lavishness cannot be measured or
described. It is symbolised by the circumstance of
her death—the hospital ward, without privacy, with-
out beauty, and the ceaseless loving care of the nurses,
and the prayers of the throngs of people who stood all
night long outside.
She was happy: no one who lived or worked with
her can doubt that. None of the hardships of Ireland's
service were spared her, but none were too great for
her spirit to endure. She came through all with a gay
bravery that never flagged. Nothing that the enemy
could do daunted her, nor did she ever yield to dis-
illusionment or let her faith in the people fail. She
never wasted a thought on mourning over defeats, or
in bitterness or despair, but was ready for each fresh

